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SYNOPSIS,

CHAPTER 1.—Plneer in the California
redwood reglon, John Cardigan, at foriy-
paven, s the leading citlzen of Seguola,
owner of milla, ships, and many acres of
timber, & widower after three years of
married life, and father of two-day-old
Brycve Cardigan, !

i

CHAPTER 11.—At fourteen Rryce mnkes
the acquaintance of Bhirley Bumner, a vis- |
tor to Bequoln, and his junlor by & few |

ars. Together they visit the Valley of

Glants, sacred to John Cardigan and
his son as the burial place of Bryce's
mother, and part with mutual regret.

CHAPTER 111L-While Bryce Is at eol-
legge Johin l_‘lrdllllrlarmeelu with heavy
businesy lounes and the Arst thme views
the future with uncertainty.

CHAPTER IV.=After graduation from
college, und a trip abroad, Bryce Oardl-
comes home. On the train he meats
friey Humner, on her way to Sequola to
make her home there with her uncle,
Col. Pennington. Hryce learns that his
father's eyesight has failed and that Col,
Pennington I8 peeking 1o take advantage of
the old man‘s business misfortunes,

CHAPTER V.~In the Valley of the
Oiants young Cardigan finds a tree felied
directly mcross his mother's grave, Indi
catlons nre that it was cut down to secure
t rl, and avidence seemn to show that
Pennington and his  woodns-boss, Jules
Rondeau, are implicated in the outrage,

—

1 dare say It's quite all right to
have invited WMm, lsn't It, Uncle Seth?

“Certalnly, certainly, my dear
Quite all right, but, er—ah, slightly
inconvenlent, 1 am expecting other
compuny Thursday night—unfortunate-
1y, Brayton, the president of the Bank
of Sequoln, 18 coming up to dine and
discuss some business affairs with me
afterward; so If you don't mind, my
dear, suppose you enll young Cardigan
up and ask him to defer hig visit until
some later date.”

“Qertainly, uncle. What perfectly
marvelous roses!  How did you suc
ceed In growing them, Uncle Seth?

He smiled sourly. “I dido't ralse

them,™ he replied. “That haif-hreed
Indian that drives John Cardigan’s
car brought them around about an
hour ago, along with s card. There
it is, heside your plate.”

She blushed ever so slightly. "I
suppose Bryce Cardigan Is vindleating
lilmself," she murmured as she with-
drew the card from the envelope, As
sho had surmised, It was Rryce Cardl-
gan's, Colonel Pennington was the
proprietor of a almilar surmise.

“Fast work, Shirley,” he murmured
banteringly. "I wonder what he'll
send you for luncheon. Some il
plekles, probably.”

Sne pretended to be very busy with
the Toses, and not to have leard
hMm,

Shirley, left nlone at the breakfast-
table, pleked Idly at the preserved Ags
the owllsh butler set before her.
Vaguely she wondered at her uncle's

apparent hostility to the Cardignns;
ghe was ns vaguely troubled In
knowledge that untll she should succeed
In erndinting this hostility, It must
fnevitubly act as a bar to the further
progress of her friendship with Bryce
Caridigan. Apd sghe told herself she
did not want to lose that friendship,
She wasn't the lenst bhit In love with
him albeit she reallzed he was rather

lovable, And lastly he was a good, de-
voted son and  wns susceptible of
development Into & congenlal and

wholly aceeptable comrade to a young
Indy absolutely Incking In other means
of amuscment,

She finished her  breakfast In
thoughtful sllence: then she went fo
the telephong nndgd cunlled up “t’.\f(‘t‘.'

He recognized her voles Instantly and
ealled her nnme hefore she had oppars
tunity to announce her ldentity.
“henk von so much for the beautl
ful roses, Mr. Cardigan,” she began.
“I'm glnd yvou lked them Nobody

the |

pleks flowers ont of our gurden, you
know. 1 used to, hut 1 bhe too Imny'
hereafter Lo bother with the ;:urlh'n.l
By the way, Miss Sumner, does your
uncle own o car?" |

“1 belleva he does—na Hitle old rat-
tietrap which he drives hdmself."

“Then 1'll send George over with
the Napler this afternoon. Youn might
eare to take a spin out Into the sur-
rounding country, By the way, Miss
Sumner, you are to conslder George
and that car as your persopal prop-
erty. I fear you're golng to find
Sequoln a dull place; so whenever you
wish to go for a ride, Just call me up.l
apd I'll have George report to you"

“Hut think of nll the expensive gaso-
line and tires ™

“Oh, but you mustn't look at things
from thut angle after you cross the
Rocky mountulns on your way west.
What are you golng to do this after.
noon ™

“1 don't know.
that far ahead."

“For some veal wport I wounld sug
gost that you motor up to Laguna
Grande, That's Spanish for Blg La |
goon, you know, Take a rod wiih
you. There are some land-locked sal
mon In the lagoon,

“But I haven't any rod."

“T'Il send you over & good one” |

“But T have nobody to feach me

I haven't thought

how 1o use IL" she hinted daningly.

“I appreciate that eompliment,” hl-l
finshed back at her, “but unfortunate
Iy my holldays are over for a long
long time. T took my father's place In,l
the business this morning” i

YHo soon ™ |

“Yea, Things have heen happening|
while 1T was away., However, speak:
Ing of fshing, George Sen Otter wlll
prove an Ilnvaluable Instroctor. He I
n good boy and you may trust him
implicitly, On  Thursday evening'
you can tell what success you had
with the salmon.” ,

“Obh, that reminds me, Mr, f.‘arﬂlmn.i
You ean't come Thursday evening,
after all."  And she explained the ml
son, “Suppose vou come Wednesday
night Instend."”

“We'll eall thut a bet. Thank yon."l

8he ¢huckled at his frank good hu
mor, “Thank you, Mr. Cardigan, for
nll your kindness and thooghtfulness ;|
and If you will persist In belng n|c¢a|
to me, you might send George Sea
Otter and the car at one-thirty. Il
be gind to avall myself of both untll|
I can get a car of my own sent up!
from San Franelsco, Tl Wednesday
nlght, then., Good bye,”

A= Bryce Cardigan bung up, he
heaved a slight sigh, It was difficult |
to get out of the hablt of playing; he
found himself the possessor of a very
great desire to close down the desk,'
call on Shivley Sumner, and spend the |
remalnder of the day basking In the|
sunlight of her presence, |

Following hia discovery of the out |
rage committed on hie father's sanctn
ary, Bryce wasted considerable val
unhle time and effort In & futile en
fleavor to gather some further hint|
of the Ildentity of the wandals: hut'L
despairing at last, he dismilssed the
matter from his mind, resolving only
that on Thursday he would go up
Into Pennington’s woods and Interview
the redoubtabie Jules Rondenu.
Bryce's natural inclination was to
walt upon M, Rondeau !mmediately,
if not sooner, but the recollection of
hin dloner engagement at the Penning-
ton home warned him to proceed
cautiously ; for while harboring no
apprehenslons as to the outcome of a
possible clash with Rondeau, Bryce
was not so optimistic as to bellave he
would eseape unscathed from an en

counter.
L] L L] - L] L] -
Colonel Pennington's pompeus fm-

ported Britlsh butler showed Bryce
Into the Pennington llving room nt
glx-thirty, announelng him with dope
ceremony. Shirley rose from the plano
where she hnd been ldly fingering the
keys and greeted him with every ap
pearance of pleasure—following whieh,

ehe turned to present her visitor to
Cotone! Pennington, who was standing
In his favorite position with his back
to the fireplace,

“Uncle Seth, this 18 Mr. Canligan,
who wns s0 very nlee to me the day
I landed In Red Blafr"

The Colonel bowed. *“1 have to
thank you, sir, for your courtesy to
my nlece.”  He hadassumed an air of
reserve, of distinet aloofuess, despite
his studied pollteness,

“Your nlece, Colonel, 1s one of those
fortunnte helngs the world will always
clamor to serve."

“Quite true, Mr. Cardigan, When
she was qulte a lttle givl [ came un-
der her spell myself.”

“So did 1, Colonel. Miss Sumnper
has doubitless told you of our first
meeting sole twelve years ago

“Quite so, May I offer you a
cocktall, Mr. Cardignn?"'

“Phank you, certalnly. Dad and 1
have been plnning one on about this
time every night since my return,”

“Shirley belongs to the DBand of
Hope," the Colonel expluined. “She's
readdy at any tlme to break a Inuee

with the Demon Rum, So we wlill
have to drink her share, Mr, Cardigan,
Pray be seated.”

Bryce seated himself, “"Well, weo
lumbermen atre o low lot and naturally
fond of dissipation,” he ngreed, "l
fear Mlss Sumnper's prohibition tenden-
cles will be still further strengthened
after she has seen the mad-train”

“What {8 that?' Shirley queried,

*Phae mad-traln runs  over your
unele's logging rallroad Into Township
nine, where hls timber and ours 18 lo-
eated. It 1s the only train operated
on Sunday, and It leaves Sequola at
five p. m. to carry the Pennlngton and
Cardigan erews back to the wooils
after thelr Saturday-night celebration
in fown. As 8 usual thing, all hands
with the exception of the brakeman,
onglpeers, and fireman, are slugiog,
weeplng or fightlng drunk.”

“Do they fight, Mr, Cardigan?’

“Frequently, 1 might say usually.
It's quite an Inspiring sight to see a
couple of lumberjacks golng to It on

6 flat-car traveling thirty mlles an
hour,”
“How borrible™

| ton replied with a small smiie,

“Yes, taved, The right of way s
Iined with emply whisky bottles”

Colonel Pennington spoke up. "We
don't have any fighting on the mad-
truln any more,” bhe sald blandly,

“Indesd! How do you prevent It?
Bryce asked.

"My woods-boss, Jules Rondenu,
makes themn keep the peace,” Pennlong
“It
there's any fighting to be done, he does
"

“"You mean among his own crew, of
course,” Bryce suggested,

“No, he's In charge of the mad-train,
and whether a fight ctarts nmong your
men or ours, he takes a hand, He's
had them all behaving mildly for quite

(s

T
|

‘He Can Whip Any Man

Country.”

In the

a while, becnuse he ¢can whip any man
in the country, and everybody reallzes
it. 1 don’t know what 1'd do withoul
Rondeau. He certalnly makes those
bohunks of mine step llvely."

“Oh-h-h! Do you employ bohunks
Colonel 1

“Certalnly. Thoey cost less; they
are for less independent than most

men and more readily handled. And
you don't have to pamper them-—par
ticularly In the matter of food. Why,
Mr, Candigan, with all due respect to
your father, the way he feeds his men
is slmply ridlculous! Cake and ple
and doughnuts at the same meal [

“Well, Dad started In to feed his
men the same food he fed himself,
and I suppose the habits one forms In
youth are not readily changed In old
age, Colonel.”

“But that makes It hard for other
manufacturers,” the Colonel protested,
“I feed my men good plaln food and
plenty of 1t—qulte better food than
they were used to before they came to
thls country; hut I cannot seem to
satisfy them. Your respected parent
is the basls for comparison in (this
country, Cardigan, and T find It devil-
Ish Inconvenlent,” [Ile langhed Indul-
gently and passed his clgarette-cnse
to Bryce.

“Uncle Seth always grows restless
when some other man Is the leader,”

Shirley volunteered with a mischle-
vous glance at  Pennington. *“Don't
you, Nunky-dunk?"

“I'm afeald 1T do, my  dear”™ the

Colonel admitted with his best alr of
hearty expansiveness,  “I'm afrald 1
do. However, Mr, Cardigan, now that
vou have-—at least, T have been 8o In-
rormed—taken over your father's busl-
nesg, I am hoping we will be ennhled
to get together on many lttle detalls
and work them out on a common basls
to our mutual ndvantage. We lumber-

men ghould stand together and not
make It hard for each other, How-
ever,” he concluded, “let's not tnlk

I lmagine we have enough of
Besides,  here

shop,
that during the day.
are the cockinlis™
With the disposal of the cockinlls,
the conversation dreifted Into n discus

sion of Shirley's adventures with &
snlmon In Big lagoon, The Colonel
discoursed lenrnsdly on the superior

sport of muskellunge-fshing, whieh
prompted Bryce to enter loto a tescrip
tlon of going after swordlish among
the Iglands of the Sante Darbara chan
vel, *Once I was fishing at San—

The butler appeared In the doorway
and bowed to Shirley
dinner wig servedl,  The gl rose nnd
gave hor arm to Bryee; with her othier
arm linked through ey
turned towanrd the dining room,

Jugt Inshkile the Bryoed
paused, The soft glow of the candles
In the old-fashloned  sliver comdle
stlieks wpon the table was reflected It
the polished walls of the room-—walls
formed of panels of ex
quisitely patterned redwood burl Bryes

snnouncing that

uncle's she

entrandce

the  most

Cardigan had ever seen. Also the
panels. were unusunliy large,
Shirley Sumner's slert glanee fol

lowed Bryee's o8 It swept aroand tle
room. “This dining room 18 Unch
Seth's partienlar delight, Mr. Cardl
gan,” she explained,

“It I8 very heautiful, Miss Sumner
And your uncle hag worked wondem
in the matter of having 1t polished
Those panels nre positively the larges

und most beautif spechinens of red
b

wood burl ever turned out in thi
country, The graln 1s not  merel
wavy: It Is notl merely curly; it

actually so contrary that  you hnv
here, Colone!l Pennlpgton, a roowmn ab
golutely unigue, in that It 18 forue
of bird's-eve burl, Mark the dee

ghadows In it. Al how It does reflee
thosa eandles i
“It Is heawiiful,” th i Yoned ode
L e ——

cinred, “And | must contess fto 1!
pardonable pride in it, aithough fh;
task of keeping these walls from be|
Ing marred by the forniture knocking
agalnst them requires the otmos
oare.”

Bryce turned and his brown eye
biazed into the Colonel's, “Where dl
you succeed In fAnding such a mnrvel
ons tree? he queried polntedly,
know of bt one teee  fa Humbold |
sounty that ecould have produced sucl
beautiful barl*

For ahout a second Colonel Penning
ton met Bryce's glance unwaveringly
then he read something in his guest'
oyes, and hix glance shifted, whil!
over his benign countenance a flusl
eprend quickly. Bryce noted It ane
hils gulekly roused susplelons were o
quickly kindled into certainty. “Wher
did you find that tree?” he repeatec
innocently.

“Rondean, my woods-boss, knew |
wag on the lookont for something
speclal—something nobody else couli
get; so he kept his eyes open.”

“Indeed ! There was just a trace
of Irony In Dryce's tones ns he drow
Shirley’'s chalr and held it for her
“You are fortunate to have such #
woodsboss In your employ. Buclk
loyal fe'lows are usually too good (¢
be true, and quite frequently they put
thelr blankets on thelr backs and gel|
out of the country when you least ex-|
pect It. 1 dare say It would be »
shock to you If Rondeau did that' |

There was no mistaking the velled|
threat behind that apparently Innocent|
observation, nnd the Colongl, belog|
a man of more than ordinary astute
ness, reallzed that ot last he musi
place his cards on the table, *“Yes,'|
he sald, I would be rather disappoint.|
ed. However, 1 pay Rondeau nthe:[
more than It Is customary to pay
woods-bosses ; so, I Imagine he'll stay—
unless, of course, somebody takes a
notlon to run him ont of the country.|
And when that happens, I want to be)
on hand to view the spectacle.” |

Bryce sprinkled a modicum of salt|
in his soup. “I'm golog up into Town- |
ship nine to-morrow afternoon,” he|
remarked casually. “I think I shall
go over to your eamp and pay the In.|
comparable Jules a brief visit" |

Agaln the Oolonel assimilated the
hint, but preferred to dissemble, "Ull.l
you can't steal hln from me, Card-|
gan," he laughed, *“I warn you In nd-
vanee—so spare yourself the effort,”

“I'! try anything once,” Bryce re
torted with equal good nature, “How-
ever, 1 don't want to steal him from
you. 1 want to ascertaln from him
where he procured this burl.”

“He wouldn't tell you."

“He might, I'm a persunsive little
cuss when 1 choose to exert mysolf.”

“Itondenu I8 not communicative. He
requires lots of persuading.”

“What dellclous soup!" Bryce mur-
mured blandly. “Miss Sumner, may |
have a cracker?” .

The dinner passed pleasantly; the
challenge and deflance between guest
and host had been so skillfully and |
gracefully exchanged that Shirley |
hadn't the slightest suspiclon that
these two well-groomed men had, un
der her very nose, as It were, agreed
to be enemies and then, for the thine
belng, turned thelr attentlon to other
aud more trifling matters, A sprightly
three-cornered conversation continued
for an hour, Then the Colonel, secrel-
Iy enmged al the calm, mocking, eon
templative glances which Bryce ever
and anon bestowed upon him, and un-
able longer to convinee himself that

he was too apprehensive—that this
eonl young man knew nothlng and
would o nothing even if he knew

something—rose, pleaded the necessity
for looking over some papers, and bade
Bryee  good-night. Foollshly he
proffered Bryce a limp hand; and o
demon of deviltry tnking possesslion of
the Intter, he squeezed It with a sliple,
hearty earnestness, the while he sald:

“Colonel  Pepnington, 1 hope 1 do
not have to assure you that my visit
here (his evening has not only been
delightful but—er—instructive.  Good-
night, slr, and plensant dreams,”

With difficulty the Colonel suppress
ed n gronn, However, he was not the
sort of man who suffers In sllence;
for a mwinute later the butler, leaning
over the banisters ns hls master climb
ed the stulrs to hls Hbhreary, heard the
latter curse wWith an eloguence that
was slngularly appenling.

CHAPTER VII,

Colone!l Seth Pennington leoked up
sourly ns a clerk entered his private
office, “Well?" he hrus
quely, When  addressing em
|a[u_\|'|'!\', the Colonel seldom bothered
to nssume his pontifieal manner,

5.

g yon, s«

demnnded
his

Bryce Cardigan s walting te

*Very well, Show him in”

Hryvee entersd,  “Goml morning
Oolonel,” he sald pleasantly, and bra
genly thrust out his hand,

“Not for me, my hoy,” the Colone!
assured him,  *1 had enough of tha,
last nlght. We'll Just conslder the
hand-shaking all attended to, If yo
please, Have a chale; sit down and'
teil me what I enun do to make yom
hoppy.”

“I'm delighted to find you In suc)
g generous frame of mind, Colonel
You cun mnke me genuinely happy by
renewing, for ten years on the sams
terms ns the originnl contract, you
arrungement to frelght the logs of th
Cardigan Redwood Lomber  company
frou the wods (o tidewnter,"

Colonel  Pennington  cleared  hls
throat with a propitiatory “Aheim-m
m!" Then he removedd his gold spee
tacles and carefully wiped them with
a sllk handkerchlef, as carefully re
placed theia upon his aristocratle nose
and then giazed enriously at Bryce,

“My dear young friend! My ven
derr young friend! 1 musi nrotest o

L, 30, 1920,

beng asced 1o olscuss s matrer
Your father and | have been over it It
deinll; we falled to agree, and tha
setthen 10"

“] did not expect you o agree ¥
my request, 1 am not  quite  thal
optimistic,” Bryce replled evealy, *J
thought that possibly, if 1 reopened
negotintions you might have a reason
able counter-proposition to epuggest.”

“I haven't thought of any."

"I suppose If 1 agreed to sell  you
that guarter-section of timber in the
little valley over yonder” (he pointed
to the east) “and the naturnl outlei
for your Squaw creek timber, yow'c|
gqulckly think of one,” Bryce suggeste
pointedly, |

“No, 1 am not In the market for thal
Valley of the Ginnts, a8 your idealistic|
futher prefers to call it. The posses
slon of that big timber Is an advan
tnge I expect to enjoy before 1 ae
quire many more gray haire. Bat ]
do not expect to pay for it."

“Do you expect me to offer It to
you ns a bonus for renewing our haul-
ing contract?” |

The Colonel snapped his fAngers.
“By George,” he declared, “that's &
bright Idea, and a few months ago 1
would have been Inclined to consider
it very seriously. But now—"

“You figure you've got us winging,
eh? Bryce was smiling pleasantiy.

“I am making no admisslons," l'enn—l
ington responded enlgmatieally, “—nor |
any hauling contracts for my nelgh-
bor's logs," Le added,

“I suppose I'll have to nbandon log- |
ging In Township nine and go back to
the San Hedrin," Bryce sighed re
algnedly.

“If you do, you'll go broke. You
ean't afford It. You're on the verge|
of Insolvency this minute.”

“T suppose, since you decline to
haul our logs, after the explration of
our present coutraet, and in view of
fhe fact that we are not finnnelally
able to bulld our own logging railroad,
that the wisest course miy father and
I could pursue would be to =éll our
timber in Township nine to you. It
adjoing your holdings In the same
township."

“I had a notion the situation would |
begin to dawn upon you." The Colonel |
was smiling now; his handsome face,
wns grandunlly assuming the expres
slon pontifical. "I'll glve you a dollar
n thousand feet stumpage for It."

“I'm nfrald 1 can't accept that offer.
We pald a dollar and a half for It |
you know, and If we sold It to you at
a dollur, the sale would not bring us|
sufflelent money to take up our honded
Indehtedness ; we'd only have the San
Hedrin timber and the Valley of the
Glants left, and since we cannot log
elther of these at present, naturally
we'd he out of husiness”™

“That's the way T fgured It, my
hoy."

“Well—we're not golng ont of husl
nm.‘i -

“Pardon me for disogreelng with you
I think you ere.”

“Not much! We can't afford It

“My dear boy, my ~very dear young
friend, listen to me, Your paternn!
ancestor Is the only human belng whe
has ever succemled In maklng a per
fect monkey of me, When 1 wanted
to purchase from him o right of way
through his absurd Valley of the,
Glants, In order that 1 might log my
Squaw creek timber, he refused me.
And to add Insuit te Injury, he
spouted o lot of rot about his big
trees, how much they meant to him

and the utter artistic horror of run-
ning n gging-trnin through the grove
—partieularly sinee he planned to be-
quenth It to Sequola ns o public park.

“I will not renew your logging con
teiet., That Is final, young man. No
man ean rlde me with spurs and get
away with 1.

“Oh, T knew that yesterday."”

“Phen why have you called on me
today, taking up my time on a dead
Issue "

“T wanted to give you one final
chanee to repent, I know your plan,
You have It in your power to smnsh

“I Will Not Renew Your Logging Con:
tract.”

the Cardignn Redwood Lumber com
pany, aequlre It at fidty per cent of
its value and merge Its assets with your
Lagunn Grande Lumber company. You
are an ambitlous man, You want to
he the greatest redwood manufacturer
In California, aud In order to achleve
your ambitiong, yon nre willing to ruin
A competitor:  you Jdecline toa play the
gnme like a thove aghibred,” o !
“T pluy the gume of pusine=s accord

H

g 1o the tules of the game; 1 do
nothing \llegal, sir”

“And nothing generous or chivalrous.
Colonél, you know your plea of @
shortage of rolling-stock Is that the
contract for hanling our logs has been
very profitable and will be more profit-
able In the future If you will accept
a fifty-cent-per-thoukand Increaseé on
the frelght rate and repew the Com-
truet for ten years."

“Nothing dolng, young man. Re-
member, you are not In a position Yy
ask favors"

“Then 1 suppose we'll have to go
down fighting?"

“1 do not anticlpate much
fight.”

“And 'l begin by running your
woods:-boss out of the country.”

“Ah:h!"

“You know why, of eourse—those
burl panels in your dining room. Ron-
dean felled a tree in our Vulley of the
Giants to get that burl for you, Colonel
Pennington.”

Pennington flushed, ™ “I defy you to
prove that,” he almost shouted.

“Very well, T'll make Rondeau con:
fess; perhaps he'll even tell me who
sent him after the burl. Upon my
word, T think you Insplred that
dastardly rold, At any rate, 1 know
Rondeau Is gullty, and you, as his
employer and the beneficlary of hla
erime, must accept the odlum.”

The Colonel's face went white. “I
do not admit anything except that you
appear to have lost your head, young
man. However, for the sake of argu-
ment: granting that Rondeau felled
that tree, he did it under the appre-
hension that your Valley of the Glants
ig a part of my Squaw creek tlmber
adjoining."”

“] do not belleve that. There was
malice In the act—brutality, even; for
my mother's grave Identified the land
as ours, and Rondeau feled the tree
on her tombstone.” ,

“If that Is so, and Rondeau felled
that tree—1 do ndét belleve he dld—
I am sincerely sorry, Cardigan. Name
your price and [ will pay you for the
tne.“

“You can't pay for that tree,” Bryce
burst forth, “No pitiful human belng
can pay in dollars and cénts for the
wanton destructlon of God's handi-
work. You wanted that burl, and
when my father was blind and could
no longer moke his Bunday pligrimage
up to that grove, your woods-boss
went up and stole that which you
knew you could not buy."

“That will be about all from you,
young man, Get out of my office.
And, by the way, forget that you have
met my nlece.”

“It's your office—s0 I'll get out. As
for your second command'—he snapped
his fingers In D'ennington's face—
“fooey "

When Bryce had gone, the Colonel
hurrfedly called his logging-camp on
the telephons and asked for Jules
Rondenn, only to be Informed by the
timekeeper who answered the tele-
phone, that Rondean was up In the
green timber with the choppers and
could not be gotten to the telephone
in less than two hours.

“Dio not send for him, then,” Pen-
nington commanded. “I'm coming up
on the eleven-fifteen traln and will
talk to him when he comes In for his
unch.”

At eleven o'clock, and jJust as the
Colonel wns leaving to board the
eleven-fifteen  logglog-traln  bound
empty for the woods, Shirley Sumner
made her appenrance In his oifice,

vof .

(Continued next week.)
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